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The state is now Love's foe, Love's foe; Has seized on his arms, his quiver and bow; Has pinioned his wings and fettered his feet; Because he made way for lovers to meet. But, oh sad chance, his judge was old; Hearts grow cruel when blood grows cold. No man being young his process would draw. O heavens, that love should be subject to law! Lovers go woo the dead, the dead! Lie two in a grave, and to bed, to bed!56                 SIR    WILLIAM    DAVENANT         1605-1668
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